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Summary: Summer vacation was time to relax and have fun but I never 
thought I will spend it this way. Let me tell you what happened. (A 
Hisako story ! ) 


1. How it all began 

Disclaimer: None of these fine characters belong to me. It's call 
Fanfiction for a reason A~'_A“' 

Notes: I love the dynamics of these two characters in their chapter 
together and this is my view on how their relationship can evolve in 
the future, Hope you enjoy and I look forward to your reviews and 
comments on their relations! 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"I would like your help," were his first words after calling out 
my name from the other end of the hallway and jogging up to 
me . <p> 

"People usually start with a greeting." I narrowed my eyes at him for 
his inf ormalityaC 1 not that I mind especially since I knew it was 
him; His words were unexpected but speaking with him was not 
unwelcome . 

He grinned widely, "Ah, sorry, sorry, I'm just wondering if you can 
help me with something." He continued after a pause to scratch the 
back of his head, "I'd like you to try out a few dishes." 

"No. I still remember the last time we did that." I shuddered as I 
recalled the taste of peanut butter and fermented sea cucumber. 
Everyone who tasted it had fought over the use of the sink to wash 
that foul taste. 


"Aww, c'mon, it won't take much effort." 



I tsked at his insistence and glanced at my watch even though I knew 
the time. It was a gesture meant for him to get the hint. "I'm 
busya€ 1 what are you grinning about?" 

"Well, I know for a fact that Nakiri is abroad which means your 
schedule is free. What else would you be busy with?" 

"Other things!" I huffed at the insinuation of his words but he had a 
pointa€ 1 besides being Erina-sama's secretary, I really had nothing 
else to do. I eyed him when he didn't respond. Eh? Is that a pout? 
Come on, don't do this, I'm soft to those expressions and seeing him 
do that tugged something within me. "Oh alright. You got me." I 
sighed, "What do you need help with? " 

Those words seem to have immediate effect on him as he beamed and, 
before I can react, he grabbed me by the wrist and excitedly tugged 
me through the corridor, enthusiasm radiating from him as we hurried 
pass more than a few students. 

He sat me down at a table next to a quaint bay window decorated by 
indoor plants in a kitchen that is designed to allow the dinners to 
observe the chefs in action. I folded my arms in protest of his 
treatment, not bothering to mask my mild annoyance for bring 
effectively dragged through the halls earlier as he set the table 
with a blue mat and dinner spoon, humming a happy tune as he poured 
me a glass of water. 

"So, what's this about?" I asked. 

"Well it's almost dinner so I thought I'll cook for you." 

I snorted at his cheeky reply, dismissing it as his usual banter. 
Despite my scepticism, the darkening sky outside the widow as well as 
my increasing appetite favored his words. A quick scan of the cooking 
space which had a rice cooker and a wok had made me guess that he's 
going to make some fried rice or something. 

"Dinner will be served shortly, I appreciate your patience." He said, 
with ease and sincerity that only a veteran working in a restaurant 
can recite as he removed his blazer to reveal his signature Yikihira 
restaurant uniform. He then proceeded to put on his apron and finally 
his signature headband cloth. 

At the work station, he began with a display of his knife skills, 
finely slicing up a head of cabbage to thin strips followed by 
mincing a little garlic. Then from a soup pot, he pulled out a piece 
of chicken thigh of which he quickly de-boned and cubed the pieces 
then setting aside into a bowl. He finally proceeded to beat and 
season some eggs. All his movements were swift and precise. I would 
have likened him to a musician playing at a quick tempo. 

He then heated a wok on high and poured in a measure of oil. He slide 
in the garlic then paused for them to impart their fragrance to the 
oil. He then added some thick tomato paste with some stock from the 
soup pot. After a moment to let the two ingredients to mingle and 
thicken, he added a generous bowl of rice which he rapidly tossed it 
with gusto to separate each rice grain and allow them to be coated 
with the reddish liquid. 



Cabbage is then sprinkled in followed by the rapid tossing again. 
Incidentally, I caught myself staring at the muscles of his strong 
arms that flexed with each tossing motion and coughed to mask my 
embarrassment. What? I am still a teenage girl, and despite the 
rumours on campus, what's so odd that such things can catch my 
attention? Oh, shut up. 

Next, the chicken pieces were added along with the final seasoning. 
Once he decided the rice was to his standard, he took the wok off the 
fire and set the contents into a separate bowl. 

Returning the wok onto a medium fire, he added a dash of oil to 
gently scramble the egg. He then shut the fire off and allowed the 
residual heat to cook the egg. He then upended the bowl of rice onto 
the egg. Folding the sides of the egg onto the rice he finally plated 
the dish by flipping the wok's content onto a wide plate. 

And there it was: omurice. 

I face faulted; so this was what he was so excited about? It didn't 
seem impressive at all; it was just a common dish just like what one 
can find in an everyday cafA©. That is until he remarked, "now for 
the finishing touches." 

He picked up a squeeze bottle which I would assume is ketchup and 
started to write on it . I bet that he's going to write either his 
catchphrase "a¥^a» • a • • a • >a • 1 " or something clichA©. 

Once complete with his work, he proudly served the dish to me with a 
wide grin, "Dinner is served." 

The moment I looked down, I was surprised by what laid before me: it 
was a drawing of me; or at least a line drawing of mea€ 1 a very well 
drawn one, in fact. Through it was impressive I resisted the urge to 
let it show. 

Frankly, this was my first time in a long while seeing omurice in 
person as no one would dare serve such common food to Erina-sama 
which in turn means I would never come close to it. Now, having it 
served to me brought on a feeling of nostalgia of my youth when my 
parents brought me out for lunch for the rare family time in a cafA© 
as they were always busy tending to the Nakiri family. 

"What we have here is my experimental omurice. It contains a special 
ingredient that I think your expertise will be most useful for 
feedback . " 

"Korean ginseng," I glanced up at him, "Don't have to look impressed, 
herbal cooking is my speciality remember?" 

"Exactly," he smirked, "That's what I'd like to consult you on. I was 
considering adding this dish into my restaurant's menu when I reopen 
for the summer holidays. Eor one, it fits the special-of-the-day 
theme and I was considering the ageing demographics along with the 
Korean craze that's sweeping across the nation." He grinned with 
pride, gesturing at his dish, "and so, I came up with this! Try it 
while it ' s hot ! " 


What he said made sense. In a way, I'm glad for him that he still 
thought of his restaurant back home despite the busy schedules we 



have in school. 


Picking up the spoon, I paused for a moment to appreciate the artwork 
before I sunk into the soft golden pillow. The egg layer yielded 
immediately giving me access to the reddish core of the dish. The 
aroma of ginseng permeated the air, immediately whetting my appetite 
and caused me to subconsciously lick my lips in anticipation. 

The moment the spoonful of rice met my tongue, I was treated to an 
explosion of flavour. The first thing that came forward was the 
citric acid from the tomato base, watering my tongue for more which 
then ushered in the herbal notes from the ginseng. The chicken stock 
made the chicken pieces stand out from the backdrop of fragrant rice 
and crunchy cabbage. He had got the balance of seasoning and textures 
just right. 

"So, what do you think?" He asked as I was working through the first 
mouthful, excitement gleaming in his eyes. 

I instinctively covered my mouth as proper manners obliges. I would 
have told him off to at least let me swallow before he asked but his 
enthusiasm was sincere which made me decide against ita€ 1 so I settled 
with a glare, hoping that he got the hint to be more polite in the 
future . 

"I think," I began as I finished chewing. "It's good." I answered 
honestly . 

"Any comments?" 

"It's well balanced: the seasoning is good, and the texture keeps the 
dish interest inga€ 1 but I think it lacks something." 

"You know, I was thinking the same thing." he smiled with a slight 
smirk, "guess we do have the same tastes." 

I took another spoonful. This time, I savoured the fluffy egg which 
enveloped the pleasant umami rich flavors. The sourness of the 
tomato, saltiness of the broth, and the refreshing crunch of the 
cabbage would make this dish a hit with anyone, young or old. Then it 
clicked, "sweetness" I remarked, "I think it can do with some 
sweetness in the dish, and a little tang to make a contrast." 

He laughed, "I knew I approached the right person. You just further 
proved we think alike." He seemed really glad about that, "so any 
suggestions I can add to improve this? I was thinking using some rice 
vinegar and sugar but it will just spread through the whole dish, 
making it dull." 

I considered the dish as I continued eating: it was a dish that fuses 
the standard omurice with herbal properties targeting older folks 
while not neglecting the other demographics. So something unique to 
the youth but familiar with the elderly will make this dish more 
interesting; perhaps something that has herbal properties, being 
sweet and tangy; something that gels with the ginseng chicken 
theme . 

Ah I got it ! 

"Add in some of this," I lifted something out my pocket: my personal 



stash of a certain healthy snack. Dropping a few pieces onto the 
dish, I tried another spoonfula€ 1 and it works perfectly! 


"Oh? What's that?" 

I set my spoon down and shook a few pieces of the berries into my 
palm for him to see, "These are goji berries. They are high in 
vitamin C and a good source of iron and anti-oxidants. Furthermore, 
considering your dish, it could help relieve arthritis and protect 
against muscular degeneration. Plus they give a good boost of energy. 
I think this might be the answer to your problem." 

He considered the berries for a moment to process my words and then 
brightened. I was really expecting him to take a piece of berry off 
my palm to sample but he, being him, took up my spoon instead and 
scooped a spoonful of rice and a few berries into his mouth! 

WHAT WAS THAT?! 

Does he not know what he did? He just took MY SPOON, the spoon that I 
JUST USED, and put it INTO HIS MOUTH (yes, yes, there was food on it 
but that is not the point) Ok, ok, stay calm, this is Yukihira Soma 
we are talking about here but: WHAT THE HAY? Look at him there, 
clearly enjoying the food, acting as if it didn't bother him at all. 
He was the one who took my spoon but why am I the one who is 
embarrassed here? 

"Yo, Arato, are you alright? You look red." He took another mouthful, 
speaking between chews, "Are these berries that effective in energy 
boost? They are delicious." 

"That's not why I'm blushing!" I blurt out before I could stop 
myself. I would kick myself if I could at this moment. 

"Huh? Blushing?" 

I huffed and took a deep breath to refocus, "never mind that." 

He raised an eyebrow then shrugged and went on to happily take 
another spoonful of rice before settling it down. "You know, I think 
having a bag of this amazing berry really suits you." He beamed. 
"Thanks to you, I just know this dish will be a hit in the 
restaurant . " 

I hmm-ed nonchalantly, eyeing the spoon that we just shared. 

"So, do you think Nakiri would approve of this dish?" 

That snapped me back to reality, "Erina-sama? " 

"Well, I had a vow with her on my first day of school that I'll 
clearly make her say my food is good after giving a bad review the 
last time she tried my dish." 

Was there such a thing? Why was I not told of that? "So is that why 
you're always so adamant for her to try your food? You're motivated 
for her approval?" Somehow, this did not sit well with me. 

"Oh no no no . I was thinking more of an ego reason: I can't get my 
shop's name dirty by leaving someone saying my food was bad." He 



pouted . 


I caught my mouth wide open at his train of thought: all those 
efforts for a bad review? Then again, his dedication to his shop is 
admirable. Thinking of nothing else to say, I just praised him as 
such . 

"Yeh well, my family restaurant is my life. One of the reasons I'm 
here in this school is for the sake of making a name for ita€lthat 
and to defeat my dad in a cook-off!" he chuckled nostalgically 

A moment passed then he switched back to his chirpier self. "And so, 
right here, you've just got yourself named an honorary member of 
Restaurant Yukihara for your contribution!" 

"Eh? But I didn't do anything much." I was frankly confused at his 
words . 

"Yes, you did; your contribution to the menu gets you recognized for 
the effort ! " 

"Erma€ 1 thanks " I muttered, "I guess" under my breath, still unsure 
about the significance of his words. 

"Alright, time clean up, maybe you can help by finishing the last 
spoonful while I start washing." 

His words were so casual that I automatically picked up the spoon 
next to the plate, scooped up the remnants and put it into my 
moutha€ 1 only then I realized that this was the same spoon he was 
using ! 

YUKIHIRA! 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>AN : Thanks for reading! Please leave a review on how you think 
their relationship should go. 

As a challenge and fun, leave a review on any scenes you like to see 
and I'll work it into the story somehow. I'll make sure to 
acknowledge you is I do so! 

40. m edia. tu mblr 4695988e41335ad9f OeSO 338207ef 03c/tumbl 
r_nwtvc jVvuOlqi j2q3ol_540 . j pg 


2. At the Career and Attachment Office 

Disclaimer: None of these fine characters belong to me. It's call 
Eanfiction for a reason A~'_A“' 

A/N: I'm posting this chapter early to give the story a certain 
direction for ideas to follow. Keep the reviews coming on how I'm 
doing :) Please enjoy! 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>It was kind of unexpected that I was called to the Career and 
Attachment Office one afternoon by the personal assistant of Kazune 



Nishizono, the observer for my stagiaire's first stage. I wondered 
what would be so important to get the attention from a staff member 
in a school that leans more towards fostering independence for 
studentsa€l Didn't I clear it satisfactorily? Did I do something 
wrong?<p> 

Oh... he's here too, "Yukihira, what did you do this time?" I sighed 
as found him leaning on the wall outside Nishizono's office. In a 
way, seeing him here, I'm glad that whoever was in trouble, it most 
likely won't be me. 

"Yo, Arato, it's been awhile." 

"We just met last Friday." The spoon incident was still fresh in my 
mind . 

"Really?" He threw his trademark grin, "Well, not bumping into you 
made it seem like a long time to me." 

Is hea€lis he flirting with me? Noa€ 1 not probably; this is Yukihira 
Soma we are talking about, he's more inclined to be romantically 
involved with a piece of truffle. Am I just over-thinking his 
words ? 

"So, do you still have any of those goji berries? They are 
delicious . " 

I rolled by eyes at his audacity to ask for something from me so 
casually, "I do, but those are mine." 

"Aww, c'mon, it's not like I haven't shared with you anything." He 
stuck his tongue out playfully. 

'_The spoon doesn't count! ' _Was what I wanted to reply with but 
settled with, "What are you? In 2nd grade?" I exasperated. I softened 
at his laugh; I couldn't find myself to stay mad at him as I charged 
it to his unique personality. I took out my packet of berries and 
pressed it into his hand. "Here, in exchange for last week's 
dinner . " 

He gladly accepted the pack, "If this is what I get in exchange, I 
look forward to making more dinners for you in the future!" 

I wanted to respond to that but was interrupted when the door to 
Nishizono's office opened. A burly man in a black suit with dark 
glasses stood at the door, looking down at us for a moment before 
stepping aside, clearly to signal entry. "Come in." a female voice 
called sharply. 

We looked at each other quest ioningly and entered her office. The 
office was big, as expected for a staff in an elitist school. It was 
furnished with a minimalist theme surrounded by the heavy oak 
bookcases and thick carpeting; you could actually see where she 
espoused her modern personality in a room of traditional 
design . 

"Yukihira Soma: son of Joichiro Yukihira, A-average student, 12 years 
of practical experience, finalist for the Autumn Election, and aiming 
for the top seat on the elite 10." She recited from a dossier in her 
hand then placed it down, her stern look never leaving her face as 



she practically glared at him. Uh-oh, whatever did Yukihira do to 
make her mad? I glanced over at him, slightly concerned. His face 
remained passive with his normally cheerful demeanor gone; he had 
that unfazed look that he adopted when faced with a challenge. 

My worry spiked even more when she turned her attention to me; I felt 
like a mouse looking into the eyes of a snake, about to be gobbled 
up. As if feeling my discomfort, Yukihira shifted a little seemingly 
ready to shield me, his gaze not leaving hers. The tension was 
palpable . 

"Arato Hisako: Nakiri Erina's secretary." She said with lesser edge 
in her voice. I expected her to recite more about me like she did for 
Yukihira. Instead, she looked down to pull out a folder... Hey! Wait 
a minute! That's all about me? I felt a little cheated and indignant. 
Yukihira seemed to notice that too as he breathed out quickly, 
fighting to suppress a smile. 

"What I have here is a letter from Western Cuisine Mitamura, the 
restaurant where you went for the first stage of your stagiaire." She 
paused to allow us time to recall. 

Many questions came to mind: did something happen to the restaurant? 
Was our reservation system not working? Hold on, if we are here with 
the observer and taking into account of the penalty for failingaCl 
ARE WE GOING TO GET EXPELLED? Looking over at Yukihira, our eyes 
meta€ 1 apparently he had the same train of thought. He raised an 
eyebrow, 'let's see where this goes' he conveyed. 

"Apparently, your contribution in your time there had an impact to 
the restaurant." It was interesting that she didn't explicitly say if 
the impact was positive or negative. 

"That impact was big enough that the owner has decided to close its 
doors in the summer." She paused to let us digest the information. Oh 
My Goodness, how could that happen? 

"He then wrote us a strongly worded letter, " _Here it comes_, I 
braced myself for her words that might end our time in this school, 
"to praise your performance and request for both of you to help out 
at his newly opened Summer-only beachside restaurant. " 

I let out breath I didn't realize I was holding and I could hear 
Yukihira do the same. 

"And this comes to the reason why both of you are called here today, " 
She leaned forward, with her hands folded in front of her, "to 
discuss with you about this job." 

"Not that we mind to help, but why is the school involved with this?" 
Yukihira asked the question on my mind after a giving glance over to 
me for permission to speak for me too. "Is it now against school 
policy to get a summer job?" 

"The school does not dictate on what you do in your summer time 
except for curriculum requirements. However since Mitamura-san has 
sent the request through the school and the fact that both of you 
will be working at the same restaurant that you did your stagiaire, 
the school reputation still bears some responsibility on your 
performance . 



"Should you accept this offer: the school would like to remind you 
that how you behave during the course of the job would also reflect 
on us; if we receive any complaint sa€ 1 well , you know the consequences 
that this school has." 

_Expulsion: _The horrid status for 99% of every student 
generation . 

"On the plus side, on top of allowances from the owner, should you 
accept and complete this job successfully : the school will recognize 
it and add it to your degree audit; giving you extra in grades and 
references in your testimonials. Of course, this is a good 
opportunity for experience, especially for you, Arato Hisako." 

With that, she passed the folder for her assistant to bring to us and 
instructed to give a reply soon before waving a hand in 
dismissal . 

Closing the office door behind us, we looked towards each other and 
immediately burst into suppressed laughter at the absurdity of what 
happened: Why would she draw out the tension in this way? She could 
have basically told us that we were requested to help Mitamura-san 
over the summer for us to consider. The only thing to note was to 
behave ourselves. Well, Most of the staff in this school has their 
own unique personality. Perhaps this was hers: being too serious and 
the fact that she doesn't mince her words. 

"So, what do you think, Arato? Will you be going for this?" He asked 
while skimming through the folder as we walked down a corridor. 

"I think I will. I just need to speak with Erina-sama about it. I 
will confirm with Senzaemon-dono ' s private secretary as Erina-sama 
will usually spend the summer with her extended family so it should 
not be a problem to get a leave of absence." 

"A leave of absence? Wha- does she even pay you?" Snapping the folder 
shut, he seemed incredulous. 

"Thata€ 1 That ' s none of your business!" In truth, she doesn't, but 
people are also motivated by things other than money. I quickened my 
pace in an attempt to place a distance between us. 

He took a few large strides forward and turned to me, blocking my 
path, forcing me to halt. You know, I've never noticed how tall he 
was compared to me till he looked me in the eyes. 

He seemed to want to say something but changed it instead, "Listen, 
Arato, if you want to be seen as someone more than just Nakiri ' s 
secretary, " he gestured with a tilt of his neck to recall the earlier 
incident in the office, "you have to first see yourself as more than 
that . " 

"Ia€lla€l" I was at a lost on how to respond to that: was I about to 
deny something that was blatantly evident? That would be delusional 
on my part; was I about to say that it's impossible? No, I know 
within me, there is more that I can offer; was I about to say that I 
will? That was out of the question as I have been with her for nearly 
all my lif ea€ 1 



He sighed, looking away and muttered under his breath, "sometimes you 
can really make people worry for you." He took a deep breath and 
finally looked up, making a firm decision, "Okay, I've decided to 
participate and help at the Mitamura Summer-only restaurant." 

"Eh? What about your own restaurant? Didn't you have that new dish 
that you wanted to make?" 

"Summer holidays last for six weeks and the request was for us to 
help only in the first two weeks leaving me time to keep the 
restaurant open for a month." He gestured the math with his fingers. 
"So in these two weeks, I hope to gain additional experience by 
working for someone elsea€lit is also good to be an employee so that 
I can get free time during breaks to enjoy the sea! 

"And I am hoping that I won't be there by myself," he was clearly 
referring that line to me. "So, Arato, I hope that you can find time 
to yourself, not as Nakiri ' s secretary, but as Arato Hisako, and help 
the restaurant we worked so hard for during our time there 
together . " 

He offered his hand to me as a symbolic gesture, "So, what do you 
say ? " 

_What ' s wrong with being Erina-sama's secretary ?_ Was that supposed 
to be an attempt in rallying my commitment? Well anyway, it was quite 
fun working at Mitamura-san ' s restaurant and I do feel a sense of 
responsibility towards them. With Yukihira there, at least there is 
some company... And hey, as he said, I could be there and enjoy the 
sea; it is part of any high school summer experience, isn't it? 

It was in that line of thought that I reached out and shook his hand. 
"Alright, let's go." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"A beach restaurant?"<p> 

"Yes, it's the restaurant Mitamura where I went for my stagiaire. It 
had just opened a summer-only branch by the sea and the owner has 
invited me to work there for two weeks." I smiled lightly. 

"Oh! That sounds fun!" Erina-sama's eyes shone, looking all excited. 
She quickly added with a slight hopeful tone, "Are you going by 
yourself? " 

"I won't be there alone though; Yukihira will be there 
too . " 

" Y-Yukihira-kun? ! " her excitement seemed to deflate immediately at 
the mention of his name and her lips devolved into a slight scrawl. 
Why haven't I noticed that before? "Why's that plebian going to the 
beach with you?" 

"It's on request by the owner," I gently replied before declaring, 
"Not to worry Erina-sama, I'll make sure that I will be back to serve 
you when I return." 

Erina-sama hemmed and hawed while she griped at the hem of her skirt. 
"Buta€lbut what about my scheduling?" 



"I've just spoken to Senzaemon-dono ' s private secretary; I believe 
that you were scheduled to be in Sweden for the summer holidays?" I 
took out a notebook with her scheduling to confirm the dates. "Says 
here it's for the annual Nakiri clan reuniona€lIs there a change in 
plans ? " 

"Noa€ 1 no change at all." Nakiri-sama still seemed vexeda€l"I 
thought...! was hoping thata€ 1 Swedena€ 1 " a€ 1 could it be? 

"It would be an honor if I could join you there, Erina-sama, but your 
trip is a private family affair." 

Erina-sama bit her lower lip as she does when she has something else 
to say but was holding it back. "The beach... it is going to be 
sunnya€ 1 remember to put on sun screen." 

It warms my heart whenever she shows concern for me. "I will, 
Erina-sama, thank you." 

"Comea€lcome back soon," she said with a slight pine in her 
voice . 

"Yes, Erina-sama." I checked my watch and noted the time. "Ah, please 
excuse me while I make arrangements for this afternoon's tasting." I 
made a slight bow and left her office. 

It might be just me but, could it be that she wanted to go 
too? 

Maybe I'm thinking too much. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>AN : Thanks for reading! Please leave a review on how you think 
their relationship should go. 

As a challenge and fun, leave a review on any scenes you like to see 
and I'll work it into the story somehow. I'll make sure to 
acknowledge you is I do so! 

Here are some ideas I had so far: 

Soma Standing up for Hisako, Hisako in a Chinese dress... Any others? 

:) 

I don't usually do this but I would like to acknowledge the reviewers 
of the first chapter! 

**Johnny Walker:** Thank you for being the first to review! Hisako 
has a lot of potential to grow in this story but I'll do my best to 
keep her backstory as close as canon as possible. I will take you up 
on your suggestion! 

**Evolve Love: **This pairing is my OTP too! I love how well they 
synergized together during the stagiaire arc and how she began to see 
him as someone she can rely on. I strive to continue to meet 
perfection expectations! 


**Wu: **Thank you, I really try to do so by putting myself in their 



shoes and consider what they would say and react to certain 
information. Hope they still are in this chapter! 


* *gwkrenegade : * * Here's chapter 2! Hope you like it 
too . 

* *aGoldenLion : **It's an honour to be reviewed by the Author of 
"Nakiri ' s Desire"! It's a great story by the way, keep it 
up ! 

**X10gox707 : ** A;Hola! Lo siento, pero yo no hablo espaAfol. No 
obstante gracias por sus comentarios ! Voy a aAfadir su idea en la 
trama tamblAOn! 


3. Tanabata 

Disclaimer: None of these fine characters belong to me. It's call 
Fanfiction for a reason A~'_A“' 

A/N: This chapter is inspired by a HisakoxSoma doujin created by 
Sakake Asobi. I would paste the link to the doujin here but the site 
would not allow me to. Please enjoy and review! 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The school term is coming to the close and there is a hum of 
excitement in the air as everyone discussed their summer plans: There 
is talk of concerts, conventions, travela€ 1 anything to get a 
breather from the stress to perform well in this school. <p> 

Whereas for me? Well, my typical summer is usually time for me to 
catch up on reading my favourite novels as there isn't anyone else at 
home and Erina-sama would be with her family. Not that I'm 
complaining; I'm pretty used to this arrangementa€ 1 besides, I like 
some alone time. 

Alone like I am now, in an empty classroom, hovering a pen above a 
blank strip of paper as I try to draw inspiration on what to write on 
it. Oh, it has nothing to do with my light novels but because of 
today's festival: Tanabata. 

Yes, I am aware that it's an elementary school celebration that was 
not recognized by a culinary school like Tootsuki, but I have my 
reasons for writing them: 

It was a long time ago when Erina-sama and I were only recently 
acquainted. At that time, I was afraid to address her directly as I 
was in awe by her family name and I saw the way my parents behaved in 
front of the Nakiris: reverence and respect. 

It was on Tanabata when I was by myself writing my _tanzaku_ that 
Erina-sama approached and addressed me directly by name for the first 
timea€l I could still recall how happy I felt for someone of her 
stature to remember my name. I had shot up immediately to apologize 
for sitting in her presence, to which she dismissed my worry and 
honestly queried what I was doing. 

I had explained to her the meaning of Tanabata and the practice of 
writing a _tanzaku_ for wishes of a good future or just something to 



be thankful for. Upon hearing my explanation, she was so excited on 
the prospect to join writing her very own _tanzaku. _ 

"Oh, if it isn't Arato, " I started a little and looked up to find 
Yukihira standing in front of me, holding a hand up in 
greeting . 

"Yukihira... what brings you here?" our summer job will only start in 
2 weeks' time and we were given clear instructions on what to prepare 
by the school so there wasn't anything that we need to do for 
now . 

"I was just happened by when I saw you by yourselfa€l where's 
Nakiri?" he folded his arms casually, with a slight rise in an 
eyebrow . 

"Erina-sama has a meeting with the Elite Ten council. I'm waiting for 
her here . " 

"I see." His face took a little frown but didn't press his issue, 

"So, what are you doing?" he leaned over my table to get a closer 
look at my strip of paper. 

"HEY!" I immediately pressed my forearms onto the desk to shield his 
view, "Don't be rude to look at what someone is writing without their 
permission ! " 

He pulled back a little to his side of the table, head tilted in 
curiosity, "what's wrong? It was just an empty piece of 
paper . " 

"That's not the point!" I felt my cheeks flush; I had a writer's 
block for a while before he arrived so I was a little 
self-conscious . 

I then realised I may have overreacted a little... I should share 
what I was doing to be fair to him: 

I told him about the story of a young farmer and a goddess who fell 
in love and wedded but was separated by a simple lie that brought 
them together in the first place. 

As punishment, the farmer was made to weave a thousand pair of straw 
shoes and bury under a bamboo tree that will grow towards heaven for 
every pair under it. He missed by one but was still lifted up by the 
goddess which angered her father who gave the farmer a challenge to 
watch a melon field for three day and nights without touching a 
single melon. 

The farmer however became thirsty and touched a melon which 
immediately turned into a flowing river, forever separating the 
farmer and the goddess. The goddess then pleaded with her father to 
let her see her lover again. 

Eeeling sorry for his daughter, her father allows them to see each 
other on the 7th day of the 7th month every year by connecting that 
last step on the bamboo tree to the heavens. It was on this belief 
that earth and heaven would be connect on this day that that the 
custom of writing sincere wishes to be brought to heaven on a bamboo 
tree was born. 



"That's very interesting." Yukihira remarked after I've finished 
speaking. "So you've an interest in folklore and stories?" 

"In reading actually," I replied, "but yes, I think that such stories 
are fascinating and the customs seems fun! That is why I'm writing a 

_tanzaku Upon realising what I have revealed in my excitement of 

storytelling, I felt a little flustered letting another person know 
that I subscribe to fiction and fantasy. 

I was expecting that I was going to be teased for my confession that 
I prepared myself for his response. "So what kind of medium do you 
read? " 

I was slightly taken aback. I had wholeheartedly expected for him to 
laugh at me but instead, he asked me that with sincerity in his 
voice. Well, I've gotten this far, no harm telling him now. "Light 
novelsa€l I read light novels." I glanced around, avoiding his 
gaze... but it felt liberating in letting another person know 
something that I have not even told Erina-sama. 

He gave a little smile and nod in encouragement: actions that told me 
that he gets that this was something I don't share with others and 
what I had said was safe with him. 

He must have known that I didn't want to open up that quickly as he 
changed the topic: "So, about the _tanzaku_, how does it work? Is 
there a specific requirement?" his demeanor changed to 
curiosity . 

"It is meant to be a short message to the gods on what you sincerely 
would want to wish for: Fame, Fortune, Luck, Good Healtha€ 1 I've 
heard of people actually wishing for materialistic goods too." 

"Now that sounds like a fantastic wish for them to come true" he 
joked while I narrowed my eyes at him. 

"Please don't go there," I deadpanned; Though there are no 
restrictions for wishes, following the spirit of the custom, asking 
for an 82-in flat screen TV from the heavens is a rather 
simple-minded, isn't it? 

He stroked his chin for a moment as if in thought. "Oh! I know what I 
want to wish for, " he pound his left palm with his right fist as 
inspiration struck him. "Hey, would you spare me a piece of paper? 

And to clarify, as you said, I can write any wish I want?" 

"Try to keep your wishes realistic, " I had an impression what his 
wish might be like but I was intending to manage his 
expectations . 

He grinned widely, as if to assure me, and reached out his hand, 
"c'mon, and lend me a pen too." he was really into this. 

I have my reservations on his intentions but I decided to humor him 
by taking a fresh strip of paper out and handed over to him. It's 
just a wish; I'm not going to prevent him from making one. 


He accepted the paper and immediately got to writing. Hmm, perhaps I 
should too. 



Picking up my pen, I met with the same writer's block I had before. 
My mind was a blank as to what would be a good wish. 


Looking for a distraction, I considered the person in front of me and 
I recalled his words that left an impact to me on the last day of our 
stagiaire. "_From now on, don't be behind Erina. Change yourself; let 
yourself be able to stand 'beside' her and walk forward together. 
Isn't that better?"_ 

His words were full of meaning and had made me pause. He actually 
said the same thing to that effect the last time we met: to see 
myself as more than a secretary. Perhaps that was why he seemed 
frustrated; that I apparently had not taken his advice at all. Who 
knew that this person, who was currently writing down his wish with 
his tongue slightly sticking out at the side of his lips, could be so 
perceptive? 

Perhaps I should write a _tanzaku _for him as appreciation. 

Ah, I got it. 

"I'm done" I declared once I've finished writing. 

"Already?" He looked up, surprised for a moment then smirked, "are 
you sure you have given it much thought?" 

"Of course I have!" I was miffed at the suggestion that I was being 
frivolous but I knew that he was just being a tease as usual. 

"So what did you wish for?" 

"Well," I didn't say it out but passed the paper to him to read. 

His eye widened at my words, "Eh?" 

'Wishing for Yukihira's wish to come true a€" Arato 
Hisako ' 

"Yukihira has always been a person who is resourceful, creative and 
brave. Perhaps no one has ever told you that you are very perceptive 
and selfless too." I explained. "So as appreciation, my wish is for 
your wish to come true; with double the sincerity, I'm sure your wish 
will surely come true, won't it?" 

"Double the sincerityaC 1 ? " he seemed a little bewildered and that 
made me pause. 

I wonder if I have offended him somehowaClhe wouldn't have taken it 
the wrong way, would he? "That's wrong? Don't you want it? I can 
change it if you prefer." 

"Oh, it is fine as it is; thank you." He looked up with a gleeful 
expression and continued, "So, you say with two persons making the 
same wish, it would be more effective; that it will come 
true ? " 


"Yup, " curious on what he wrote. 

"If that's the case then I'll stop calling you 'Arato' from now 



Huh? "Why is that?" I was confused at what he was saying. 

"Here it is; my _tanzaku!" _He offered his slip of paper to me. 

Now I'm really curious at what his wish was. But my curiosity turned 
into surprise when I read it: 

'Wishing to be good friends with Arato. a€" Yukihira Soma' 

"Being 'good friends', this means we can stop calling each other by 
our last names, right?" He grinned, "And hearing a side of you that 
no-one else knows qualifies as a ' close-friend ' -ship point, doesn't 
it?" 


"Wha- don ' t . . . don ' t make assumptions!" I was red with embarrassment; 
oh my goodness, is... is he actually shinning with glee? 

He rested his chin on his palm propped up by his forearm. "And since 
you have sincerely wished for my wishes to come true; with double the 
sincerity, my wish is already as good as granted, isn't it?" 

Though dumbfounded, I can see where this is going. Don't say it, 
please don't say it! 

"From now on. I'll be in your care, Hishoko-chan" 

"Ia€l" What?! So to him it's justified to tease once we are friends?! 
"Arato Hisako!" I angrily reminded him as I stood up and got ready to 
leave; hearing someone other than Erina-sama call me by my first name 
had an effect on me... Why won't my blush just go away? 

"Then I look forward to working with you in summer, Hisako!" He 
playfully called after me as I hurried out of the room. 

Once past the doorway, I leaned against the wall outside the 
classroom doorway to gather myself as I clutched my chest to still my 
beating heart. "What is he thinking, writing that kind of wish?" He 
could have wished for anything: First Seat of the Elite Ten; some 
special kitchen appliance; maybe for Erina-sama to finally approve 
his fooda€ 1 I was ready to even bet that he would wish that his new 
dish would be a great success! 

But instead, he made a wish for friendship. Why though? 

Then a memory came to mea€ 1 of the first time Erina-sama wanted to 
write her own _tanzaku_ and I had demonstrated to her an example of 
what to write: 

"Wishing for a memorable experience with someone." she recited my 
words. At that time, I was drawn deep into the world of fiction and I 
had the fantasy of meeting an interesting character similar to those 
in my stories that will change my life forever. 

But I didn't tell Erina-sama that. 

I instead confessed to her that I do not know when or if it would 
come true at all as it took more than a year for my wish to be closer 
with my family to be somewhat fulfilled when I finally got to tag 



along with my parents into the Nakiri Household to observe their 
service; Of course recognising who I was speaking to, I affirmed her 
that my primary goal is to be a chef in service to her 
family 

"Hisako, whether our wishes come true or not depends on whether we 
can recognise the opportunity that life brings and if we have the 
courage seize it. 

"My wish is to be the chef that will revolutionise the culinary 
world; and as life had it, I was born with the opportunity to do so. 
But if I did not seize it, my wish will never become a reality. 

"I know that your wish will be granted someday: it may not be today, 
may not be tomorrow, but keep writing your wishes and it will surely 
come true so don't lose faith; it's going to be ok, Hisako!" 

Now that I recalled the _tanzaku _that I wrote a long time ago, I 
find that it would be amusing if perhaps this may all be relateda€ 1 
then again, maybe not. 

Life is not a fairytale. 

I peeked into the room and found him gazing out the window with a 
light smile on his lips. 

Yukihira Somaa€ 1 I wonder how this summer will turn out to be. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>AN : I was considering the fact that a request to the school would 
logically come about one month in advance from the actual working day 
(so that the employer may recruit people in case the request cannot 
be fulfilled) so this story bridges a gap for the job offer and the 
work day. Additionally, summer holidays in japan start from 20th July 
onwards till end August leaving the opportunity for the Tanabata 
(7/7) festival to occur just before they head to the beach. 

For those who do not know: In Japanese culture, calling someone by 
their first name is only used to denote close relationships. I try to 
keep that line by restricting them addressing each other only by 
their last names in previous chapters as the culture 
pract ices . 

**Thanks for the reviews! ** Please leave a review on how you think 
of the story, it's a motivation for me to continue! 

As a challenge and fun, leave a review on any scenes you like to see 
and I'll work it into the story somehow. I'll make sure to 
acknowledge you is I do so! 

You can look forward to the following ideas: 

**Mine:** Soma standing up for Hisako, Hisako in a Chinese 
dress 

**Skyyy209: **Making new dishes for the restaurant will happen; I 
already have something in mind as for your other suggestion... I 
don't really write sex scenes here. Maybe on another site? 
ha 



**Johnny Walker: **yandere ice queen? hmm. . . but Hisako in a Bikini 
is a must ! 

**Saint Danielle: **a trove of suggestions! Soma unknowingly doing 
stuff boyfriends do, mistaken couple, new recipe and what romantic 
comedy will it be without a little jealousy? ; ) 

**Soul Pucker: **Ah nurse Hisako, won't we all want to see that? 

:D 

**Thanks to the above for participating to contribute suggestions! 
I'll work it in as much as I can but I may have to take some artistic 
flexibility. Look forward to your suggestions turned into a plot 
point ! * * 

* *aGoldenLion : **Something awesome will happen, look out for it 

:) 

* *evolvelove : **I can make some lemonade with what I have in mind 
but... not here, haha 

**JeGosu: **You asked and you receive! :) 

**Looking forward to more reviews!** 

**Seaside arch starts in the next chapter!** 


End 
f ile . 



